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1658 realities. For Oliver there was a secret world of the soul compared to which the world of sense was only a shadow. His overt seasons of worship, to borrow an image of Newman's, were like little islands in a sea which were really the peaks of a vast submarine range of mountains. He was always in a listening attitude, waiting for the divine whisper. Long hours of meditation and prayer were essential for his spirit lest the mystica catena should snap. They were necessary to help him to read the will of God in the events which God ordained, the judgments and the providences, for he did not forget Christ's words about the Tower of Siloam. They gave him illumination and assurance, but at many periods of his life they tortured him, when he was conscious of being over-weighted with worldly cares or remorseful for some backsliding in conduct. For the visions of the mystic are sublimations of his current thoughts, conditioned by his nature and sensuous experience. Sometimes the divine communion was clouded and he turned with dull eyes to the tasks of life; but at other times he seemed to descend from the mount of vision, "armed with no less than the terrors and decrees of the Almighty Himself."1

From his agonies and his exaltations he emerged with a great charity towards men, and something nobler than humanism. The world with all its suffering and sinning mortals was God's world, which He had created and redeemed, and he looked upon it with a patient kindness. Of such a creed as his, and of such a temperament, quietism could not be the fruit. He must be up and doing, for he was called upon to assist in the building of the City of God. There was no security, no hope of laying aside the task. A man all his days must be busy

1 It is an error, I think, to regard this inner life, as some have done, as involving a schism in his nature, the condition which is known to psychologists as dissociated personalities. In him there was no fissure between the religious consciousness and his sense of the realities of the outer world* His power over the latter was most manifest when the former was most alert. The seasons when his spiritual life was deadened were tho occasions when he fumbled in practical ways; conversely, there were times when his bewilderment as to his next step parched the springs of inner consolation, There was no strife or sedition between the two domains of hia soul, for they were organically one.